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When Numquid et tu . . .. ? is reprinted I should like some chari-
table friend to add this note (if I am not here to do it myself or if I
forget) to the sentence that I am going to quote imperfectly, but which
will be easily recognized: "My Lord, permit me to need You tomorrow
morning":
"Certain commentators, eager to find me at fault, are willing to see
in this remark only an unconscious confession of indifference, a desire
to make God wait, to put Him off till the morrow. I protest that my
thought was quite different and that this sentence (one has only to
put it into context to become aware of this) means merely this: My
Lord, may my first thought on awaking be for You, as my last thought
this evening is for You; and that writing 'to need You tomorrow morn-
ing* in no wise signified that I did not already and immediately feel
that need."
At that time He used to fill me utterly. For the really devout soul
can the rest preserve any real value? My need for God has ever been
constant.
Elisabeth V. R, who is amazed to see little Catherine so disinclined
to miss La Bastide, tries to question her on this subject. Is it a lack of
memory? No, she remembers everything.
"You didn't like La Bastide, then?"
"Oh, yes! Very much/'
"But tell me . . . where do you most like to be?"
The question seems so odd to the child that at first she appears to
be disconcerted.
Then, in her most natural voice, and as if it couldn't be otherwise:
"Why . , , wherever I am"
This morning Elisabeth and Catherine took to Bonnes, to give it to
the little daughter of the Mayrisches' gardener, a puppy, the son of
Nyska. Catherine was crazy about him; she never let him out of her
sight, It seemed that she must have been very sorry to give him away.
Yesterday Elisabeth told her of her plan:
"Oh, what a good idea!" Catherine exclaimed at once. "How happy
she will be!"
Regret is an emotion that is not natural to her, that she cannot "pro-
duce" naturally.
Later on, this spontaneous optimism may seem affected to others
and to herself, and yet nothing is more sincere. But one comes to sus-
pect the sincerity of a feeling that is too rare.